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lost to the cause of law and order. Blindly clutching at the first
saviour who offered, it turned instinctively away from the states-
man to the one individual revolutionary figure left in Germany,
to the revolutionary symbol, to a man of their own class who had
the courage and the cunning to say no more than "Trust me,"
and explain that trust would mean higher salaries, lower rents,
cheaper food, higher prices, protection from exploitation by the
foreigner, the capitalist, and the Marxist, security of property,
lower taxes and increased social services, lower interest, easy
money, and the abolition of debt—all the ingredients of the
earthly economic paradise of the little man in a little house with
a little business who saw starvation staring himself and his family
in the face. Hitler was in fact a much more significant thing than
the general had thought. General Kurt von Schleicher was in
fact almost the first of the political class to be as shrewd as
Hugenberg and realize that National Socialism was a movement
and that Hitler was a cipher.
But the uses of ciphers are many and various and in this case
Schleicher saw that Hitler, the cipher, might be of immense use,
The best way to tame revolutionism was to associate the revolu-
tionary symbol in the government of the country and trusting
to his spell to prevent revolutionism from understanding the
deception played upon it. That was the brilliant idea which for
nearly a year had been revolving in the general's fertile brain.
He realized that he must go cautiously. His first move was to
get into direct contact with Hitler. His connections, already
alluded to, with the National Socialist hierarchy were confined
almost entirely to Freikorps men, and after a long series of
attempted palace revolutions the Freikorps men were less popular
with the Leader than ever, and were detested by the two men
who, as dissimilar in temperament as they were in appearance,
were each filled with cordial dislike and contempt for the other,
Goebbels and Goering. Goering was an old friend, and it was
a piece of unexpected good fortune that had brought back from
strange adventures as a Bolivian colonel another old friend, one
of the heroes of the 1923 "putsch," Ernst Roehm. Like many
another sexual pervert, Roehm was a man of no little charm, and

